Another component of the show is viewer participation. I have paper and pen out for people to write their own thank you notes to a group they are grateful for. People can write at the tables and pin up their note. Also I created a survey question asking people online to submit a thank you letter. These are then re-inscribed by hand onto paper and hung with the in-person writings. This gives people multiple ways to participate, but I anticipate much of the effects won't be seen by me or in the gallery space. I hope the effect is lasting, as gratitude is for me. Through groups of people engaging and helping me, I have come to know gratitude.
What follows are images of the show and eight thank you letters, which don't need further explanation. 
Dear creators and lovers of all things art,
Without you I would have been dead long ago. Thank you to the makers of melancholy creations. There have been countless times your songs, sculptures, words, and performances kept me going another day just knowing someone else felt at least as dismal or more so than I did. To read or see others struggling helps me know I'm not alone in feelings and experiences that make me want to hide and isolate and am sometimes ashamed to share. To be human with you is a great gift.
Thank you to the creators of art that inspired me to love and hope and take action. You continue to show me the power of art in all forms. Thank you to those who taught me through: sharing skills; being an ear to listen to my ideas and ramblings and provide honest feedback; exposing me to ideas and thoughts and practices unfamiliar to me; and through your own art practice as an example of how to live and make. Thank you to those who continue to challenge me to look past my initial ideas, to keep searching. And thank you to those of you who encourage me to just start making and quit thinking so damn much. I need a wide range of perspectives and am grateful to have them.
Thank you for providing a place, sometimes physical, sometimes emotional, sometimes spiritual, sometimes intellectual. A place where I can be with people who may or may not think like me, but that we can come together to share ideas, art, food, love, bodies, labor, frustrations, and inspirations and we don't look at each other like we have three heads when we share wild ideas or objects with each other. A place to work through processes, and a place to be at along the journey, to be a fellow traveler with you. Love, Amanda Thank you for existing. I was half asleep before you came along. Half asleep in the sense that I knew we were getting fucked, but still closed my eyes and ears and heart. I had been pretending it was not as bad as it was, I had bought into the barrage of propaganda, too busy to notice, too lazy to fight, too overwhelmed by it all to know where to start, too focused on a few key things to be bothered by the rest.
You lifted my spirit and called out to me to do something, to stand up, to speak loudly, and to act out, to be a part of. Because I didn't feel alone in the struggle and there were enough of us to stand in this revolution, I was compelled to stand alongside others who had been screaming out all along and those that finally had come to their senses, like me.
Come to our senses. Yes, I can feel the spirit, see the action, hear the voices, smell the rage, and taste the good food. I am wide awake again. This world full of greed, profit, insensitivity, uncaring fearful machines. We are filled with love and cooperation and courage. And even though we may not physically exist in the parks we once did, our lives became connected and altered because of each other and we are forever changed. I feel more supported and have more people to reach out to in whatever endeavors for social change I am a part of or instigate. To me, this as a positive thing, this ethereal and/ or physical support, and don't see it as a loss, as one could tend to think of the dissolution of Occupy Iowa City and elsewhere being a loss or failure. So this web or network we've all created and gained is something to celebrate and take as inspiration to keep moving in all directions.
Love, Amanda
Figure 10: Dear Occupy movement Dear people of Iowa City, Thank you for making Iowa City such a great place for me to live for the last eighteen years. You have given me stability, comfort, healing, and inspiration. Some of you have seen me at my worst and many have given me support to grow back wings, spread them, and fly.
Thank you townies, for sharing your local history, stories, viewpoints, space, time, and knowledge with me. And for keeping this town running. I think I'm one of you now...I know which streets to take driving or bicycling to avoid downtown traffic and the crowded student crosswalks in between classes.
And thank you students, who are here for a short time and share your love and knowledge and perspectives while you hopefully acquire some of the same from your time here.
Thank you people who move here from elsewhere and don't go to school, but find value and joy in being here independent of the university machine. Thank you for teaching me things I could not possibly learn in a class.
Thank you to the people who take the time and courage to stand up to the inequities and injustices in this town. We have our share of issues and it is a pleasure to see people fight and stand beside you to make some noise and change. I appreciate your voices.
There are so many of you to thank, that I'm sure I'd leave someone or a group of people off a list, so just know that if you lived here, you've helped contribute to the fabric of this community in some way, and I'm grateful to you. The transient nature of Iowa City is both an asset and a shortcoming, and from living here, I have learned to be more flexible in my relationships and appreciate people the time they are physically present in my life and not to be afraid to become close to someone just because they will probably go away. We all go away at some point, duh. So I can have a broken heart or I can have a broken open heart, as Joy James has said. Thank you for helping me become willing and able and preferring a broken open heart.
Love, Amanda Figure 11: Dear people of Iowa City

Dear family,
Thank you for loving me because of and in spite of myself. You have never deserted me and you are my bedrock -a great foundation that is solidly there, but also not to be taken for granted. I appreciate your encouragement and support to be creative and didn't tell me to go be something more practical than an artist. You have given me freedom to be me even when I didn't know who that was, let me make mistakes and my own choices, and have been there when I need some guidance or picking back up.
Mom -Thank you for taking me traveling with you while I was growing up. My view on life and the world was altered in a fantastic way from a very young age. Thank you for having my own little kid table and chair at home to make art at when I was a toddler and small child. And for sending me to classes at the Des Moines Art Center. And for music lessons even though I didn't do a great job with regular practice. Thank you for being a librarian at the public library. It is definitely one institution I can get on board with and that it was filled with strong women as heads of departments and as director gave me great examples to look toward. I have no doubt that you placing such an importance on art and music and books and access and technology and research has helped shape who I am and what I value today. Thank you for your enduring support to this day.
Dad -Thanks for being you. You have helped me feel ok being me at times when I felt like a horrible person. Just know your stress hemorrhoids weren't in vein. Thank you for living just 15 minutes away from my mom so I could see you every week growing up and know and love you and Jean and Kelie. Thanks for taking us fishing and camping ("I like camping, Dad"). I also appreciate the quiet rebel in you. You instilled in me a respect for the environment, both through your job and in your daily life, as well as the courage to stand up and speak out about what I believe in. Today I love being able to just enjoy your company and laugh with you.
Jean -I so appreciate having you for a stepmom today and while I was growing up. You were the parental adult I felt comfortable talking with about things I couldn't bring myself to talk about with my mom or dad, and that they may not have known what to do with. You have always been available and accepting, while telling it like it is. I would not be who or where I am today without your love and influence. Thank you for loving me the same as if you had given birth to me. Thank you for being an amazing woman in my life. You continue to inspire me with your loving attitude and resilience in life.
Kelie -Thanks for being an awesome sister. I think we got the right dose of each other growing up that we didn't get sick of each other, except maybe for the year we lived together at Dad and your mom's house as teenagers :) I so enjoyed having you around to play house or office or school while we were growing up -and to have a sister to talk with! Now I especially enjoy seeing you be a great mom to your two daughters. When we do get to hang out, I have so much fun laughing with you and Kyle and your kids And I get to be the aunt that lets your girls jump on your bed and have pillow fights. Thank you for your encouragement and support and acceptance of me today.
Thank you all for meeting me where I am, in all my stages in life.
Love, Amanda Figure 12: Dear family
Dear Facebook friends,
Thank you for sharing parts of your lives with me through the internet. To see the ways you take action in your lives, the ways you think and feel, the information and art you share is inspiring. Because of you, I almost never watch the TV news, or TV much at all for that matter. The things you share are much more varied than I could ever hope to find on network news. You expose me to such a wide range of topics, people, and points of view from the articles and sources you share. I learn about your interests in this way too. Sometimes though, it leads me to sifting through obscure YouTube videos or The 12 Signs You're In Love for hours in the middle of the night. Mostly I enjoy the personal stories and photos you share. I understand that what you choose to share is heavily mediated by what you're comfortable sharing online and the image you wish to convey, that's ok with me. Sometimes the depths to which you share is very powerful, and other times I need to seek you out if I wish to connect with you further, and that's my responsibility if I want to be more than FB buddies with you. To have any level of contact with many of you though is awesome and I am grateful.
Thank you for giving me a platform to share my life with you. Facebook is the vehicle, but your likes, comments (encouragement or disagreement), and your own posts have given me the courage to have more self-acceptance and be myself openly. Sometimes I use FB as a journal and share some deep feelings and experiences or what mundane thing I'm up to in day-to-day life, and other times I share images and stories from others that make me belly laugh and/or weep. And while I'm sure all our information is being tracked and stored and analyzed somewhere to keep tabs on rebel rousers or what product we might be lured into purchasing by a targeted ad, my desire for connection is so strong, that it overrides the data collecting fears I sometimes have. I'm so grateful to be able to connect with friends all over the world, and to become closer to through this form of technological connection. My life is fuller and more honest and I am more confident in myself because of my connections with all of you.
Love, Amanda I have immense gratitude for the individuals within medical communities that love and care for us strangers as if we were cherished family or friends. You have helped me on countless occasions when I have visited you at the doctor's office, the hospital, emergency room, or the psychiatric ward. You sometimes work very long hours with great variations in wages earned. You tend to bodily functions and potentially humiliating, shameful, or awkward issues with grace, practicality, and humor. I'm especially grateful to the tech in the psych ward that would come to get me early in the morning three days a week for a month to take me to my treatments. You always brought a guitar and a wheelchair and would sit on the floor in the hall and sing Johnny Cash songs with me until they said it was time to go, then you would wheel me away. We did this so much that you taught me how to play Ring of Fire and I Walked the Line on your guitar. I will never forget the feeling of love and value I had when we sang together, in a time and place where I couldn't feel much of either of those.
Thanks to those of you who cared for my stepdad and grandparents while they were in nursing homes, and for my family and friends when they have spent time in hospitals and institutions. Some of you became like a second family to them, and took the time to get to know their likes and interests. The night my stepdad passed away in the nursing home, you did your best to make him comfortable, and were so sad to lose a friend. You cried and told me Marv was your favorite patient and that you would miss him. I told you he was my favorite stepdad and I would miss him too.
Although I am very skeptical of the move towards the medicalization of almost every "condition" people have, I appreciate that there are some of you working within the medical institution that don't rush to hand out medication as always the first solution and recommend other options. I also thank those of you that did hand me pills on top of pills as the answer to my problems, because after much pain, frustration, desperation and near death, I began to see that your expertise and medication alone couldn't fix me. My realization of your limitations and of my expectations led me to empower myself to seek other solutions. I instead began to look towards how I take care of myself with the foods and substances I put in my body, the ways I move, the conditions and environments I exist in, the stress and oppression I put on myself and others, as well as removing the disconnect between mine and others' hearts that money, property and prestige tend to foster. My life is much richer and healthier because of your nudging and refusals.
Love, Amanda
Figure 14: Dear compassionate workers in the medical community Dear recovery, Thank you for giving me a life I never could have imagined. Besides not wanting to die or use everyday and being able to function and enjoy life, recovery is where I learned to love myself and others. It is where I have acquired or regained the tools to interact and have relationships with people in meaningful, honest, intimate, and dynamic ways. Thank you for a place to belong, to fail, to grow, to receive help, to give back, to connect with spiritually, to not be alone. To be part of a community that helps each individual be the best person we can be through sharing our experiences with each other is such a gift. I am so grateful for all the amazing people I have come to know and connect with in my heart. You all have moved me in ways there are not adequate words for. Thank you for being my boatship. Because of you I know gratitude.
With love and gratitude, Amanda Thank you to all the teachers in the world. This includes every person, plant, animal, rock, and parts of the universe that have touched my spirit. I'm grateful for the many ways I've been shown to give and receive love. Because of you, I have a love of difference, a love of similarities, a love of living, a love of caring and sharing, a love of listening, a love of laughter. Thank you to teachers of action, of patience, of mediation, and of prayer.
Thank you to my school teachers and classmates for teaching me about history in its many subjective forms, for showing me skills, for introducing me to concepts and showing me compassion and rigor that have profoundly impacted the way I move through life. Thank you to personal storytellers for sharing your lives, thoughts, and feelings with the world so that we can connect and have the courage to share our own. You have taught me the value and utter importance in being myself.
Figure 17: Dear learning
